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his family curl up on mats spread on the mud floor. Wolf-like
dogs prowl about the villages, barking furiously at the little
jackals who creep from the maize-fields to yap in the moonlight.
It is the hour when anything might happen to a lonely man
on the roads, when anything might rise from the fields, from
the water, or from the earth under his feet; it is a time when
four mud walls protect a man from all the powers of darkness.
It is eight o'clock. In nine hours the world will come to
life again. . . .

I stand on my balcony to watch the sun rise. Stars still
shine. Lake Karoun lies below, a wide sheet of silver. Date-
palms in the garden rise black and motionless in the morning
hush; there is a silence, as if the evil creatures of the night
are flying before the coming day, back to the earth and to the
waters of the earth and to the parched desert spaces.

A breath of wind springs up, just strong enough to move the
palm fronds, and a grey light comes into the east. It is the
breath of life, the beginning of a new day. The light spreads.
The small stars fade and go. The greyncss turns to yellow,
to orange, to red, and suddenly the sun leaps over the world's
edge and Egypt is wide awake.

Instantly the cocks crow, donkeys bray, camels bubble, and
the red-brown men of Egypt set off to the fields. Some sing
and laugh as they go, some walk prematurely bowed with
labour and stiffened by a life spent in mud and water. In the
early morning shadows of the palm-trunks which the sun draws
aslant mud walls, women sit and nurse their babies, while
little long-eared kids with coats like black velvet frisk about
them in the dust.

There is an air of happiness about each new day in Egypt,
as if all ugliness and injustice had been washed away in
the night; as if Man were starting his pilgrimage afresh
in a perfect world, with the sun to warm him and a blue sky
overhead.

I went down to the lake-side to see what the fishermen had
caught during the night. They alone of all the people in the
Faiyum are not bound, body and soul to the black earth.
They are nomad Arabs of Bedouin stock, whose ancestors